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40,000 Feet 


Somewhere over the Atlantic, 204 


Dave yawned and peered out of the window. Fluffy white clouds rolled beneath them, the sun lighting them a 


bright, snow white. Above them there was nothing but clear, blue skies. 


It may have been beautiful, but it was 40,000 feet of boredom. No Blackberry, no-one to chat to other than 
the person beside him. The latest John Grisham had lost its appeal several hours ago and his MP3 player had 
taken a turn for the worse and died shortly after take off. David had offered him his but he'd quickly handed 
it back following a quick flick through the Recently Played list. Filled with a rash of Pussycat Dolls, Britney 

Spears and Justin Bieber, it looked as though David's daughter had updated it for him. And wasn't Britney out 
of fashion now? He sighed and nudged the paperback around the small table. Yes, he was supposed to work 

during these moments of travel but he just . didn't fancy it. There was a small tree's worth of paperwork in 


his bag but there were better things to do. Even if he couldn't think of them at the moment. 


Resting his head against the small window, he watched the clouds meander by and tried to pick out shapes in 
them. Volcano.. Sheep.. Shark.. Another sheep.. Guitar.. Another bloody sheep.. Dick.. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he watched as the well thumbed book disappeared to be replaced by a MacBook. 


A computer game, something vaguely violent and bloody, was on the screen 

He shook his head. "Don't play video games." 

"No, course not. How do you explain the Xbox, then?" David chuckled. 

"Not mine. Belongs to the kids." 

"Then explain the latest Call of Duty? Don't think | haven't seen your gamer tag." Another husky chuckle. 
Cocking an eyebrow, he glared at David. "You've searched for me?" 

David grinned, eyes sparkling with mischief. "Of course | have, GunBunnybl." 


Muttering, he reached out, closed the laptop and shuffled it back towards his band mate. He'd thought it was 
inconspicuous and he wasn't quite sure how David had located him. Mind you, he didn't understand half the 
things David did with computers. He'd always said that if he wasn't playing music he'd be a computer hacker. 
But, for now, they were sky high and his bass player couldn't blab his tag to the whole world. Might have to 
change that when we land.. He could feel a crick growing in his neck and he didn't want to talk. There was 


something about flying which shut him up. Back to the clouds. 
Submarine.. Chicken.. Flock of fucking sheep.. Another dick.. 


It was his turn to chuckle as he watched the suspiciously shaped cloud slide by. It was as if it were telling him 
something. Leaning over, he nudged the headphones from David's ears. Resting his chin on the bass player's 
shoulder, he watched the game in progress, all large guns and lots of blood. Hitting a key, he paused it, pulling 
David's attention to his. 


"Fancy a quickie?" 

| thought you didn't play computer games." 

Snickering, he brushed the hair from David's ear and gently nipped his lobe. "You didn't answer my question" 
David's jaw tightened and he restarted the game, fingers flying across the keyboard. Gunfire clicked from the 
headphones. Curling his lip back, he slid a hand across David's stomach and towards his crotch. Expertly he was 
ignored, hazel eyes flicking over the action Years of being chased had given David some fantastic barriers to 
ignoring his boss and it seemed he was prepared to toss them all at him. Growling, he closed his fingers around 
David's clothed cock. One hand left the keyboard long enough to flick him away and his sneer only deepened; 


this was a game he enjoyed. 


"Come on, you know you wanna." 


David's indifference only fuelled him, his temperature rising in the enclosed space of the plane. Teasingly he slid 
his hand back to David's crotch, watching as the blonde man twitched, knee jerking ever so slightly. Oh yeah, he 
was getting there. 


"You know you wanna relive old memories." 


The computer screen was filled with blood and gore, a couple of zombies exploding into pixel body parts. 
Another loomed, its crotch disappearing in a hail of bullets before its head was removed from its shoulders. 
Dave leered at the screen and pressed himself closer to the warm body beside him. He refused to let David 
ignore him, especially not while they were stuck up here, somewhere across the Atlantic. There was, quite 


literally, no escape. 
"You know you wanna get stuck in the bathroom and sit yourself on my lap." 


Oh yeah, that was a memory he enjoyed replaying. Young and horny and on their way to Europe, they'd locked 
themselves in the bathroom for a marathon fucking session. They'd only done it once and it hadn't made them 
popular with the rest of the plane, but back then they hadn't given a flying fuck what anyone else had 
thought. Now he desperately wanted to relive it. Already his cock was swelling, his briefs tightening. He wanted 
some release, some relief from it and he let out a low growl, his hand tightening around David. Yet, somehow, 
his bass player's cock was not responding like his was. Strange.. Normally David jumped at the chance of a 


quick fumble. What had changed? 


Another zombie splattered across the screen, the high score constantly rattling away in the top corner. 
Snarling, Dave nipped at his ear. Had to get his attention away from the stupid game. 


"Come on," he whined. "Please. You know you wanna play." 


Snarling, David flicked his headphones back onto his head. Still he was ignoring the hand which crept over and 
around his crotch and the lips which attacked his ear and throat. It was a good job they were now in first; 
anywhere else and they'd have been called plenty of names, isolated in different parts of the plane and tied to 
their seats. But first class provided them with a certain amount of privacy and a blind eye from the staff, 
even in the middle of the day. Shawn and Chris were sitting towards the front and, other than a smattering of 


business men attached to their laptops or sleeping, they were alone. Perfect. 


Time to give the poor guy a break. Leaning back in his seat, Dave admired the man sitting beside him. David 
had aged well, retaining his boyish looks, looks that were now screwed up with the concentration of the 
hardcore gamer. Long hands, which had once spent hours teasing him into a blathering submission, flew over 
the keyboard. Blonde hair tumbled over his shoulders and his taut body was poured into clothes that were far 
too tight for a mere flight. They were stage clothes, designed to have girls swooning, but that were now 
teasing and tormenting Dave. Black jeans, with lacing along the edges, just begged to be cut from lean legs. Man, 
that was a body which could turn any straight man gay. Something he knew all about. And there was at least 
another six hours of flight to go. Six long hours, three hundred and sixty very long minutes. 


Growling, Dave dragged the blanket over his lap. Wriggling, he pushed a hand down his pants, sighing as he 
grabbed his cock. Peering from beneath his hair, he watched David, drinking him in. The years apart had, as 
they said, made the heart grow fonder and he desperately wanted to relive the days before marriage and kids. 
Even then, they'd still spent every tour shagging each other rotten, an addiction which neither could break. 
They'd tried, and David had complained, but they'd always wound up falling into bed with one another. It was a 
love that neither of them were willing to break, a love which was flickering back to life. 

Panting quietly, he stroked, eyes fluttering as he swept his thumb over the head of his cock. It was slick with 
pre-cum, throbbing beneath his fingers. How he wished it were someone else jerking him off. But, as the 
optimum person was skilfully ignoring him, it was up to him. 

A text box appeared over the game screen. Hello Dave. 

Tightening his hand around his cock, Dave moved himself so he could gawk at David and watch the laptop. 

The game carried on, a gun blazing and zombies hitting the floor. But it didn't stop messages appearing. 

Do you know what | want to do you? 

"No," he croaked. 

When we land, | want us to find a park 

"And?" It was becoming a struggle to talk and he could almost sense what was coming next. 


We're going to find some bushes and Im going to take off all my clothes 


All he could do was make a strangled noise, eyes now focused on the flashing cursor. He loved it when David 


talked dirty; the filthy slut had it down to a tee. But this.. this was far hotter than any of that. 
And Im going to kneel and gently ease your cock from your pants. Youre not going to be hard are you? 


Blushing, he shook his head, his free hand holding the hair from his eyes. He didn't want to miss a moment of 


what was happening on the screen. 

Youre not going to get naked | want you to stand there, fully clothed while | stare up at you and hold your cock 
His breathing was becoming heavy and sweat beaded along his forehead. The images played perfectly in his 
mind, far more vivid than he suspected David thought they would. Seven long years of waiting and, even if he 


was having to jerk himself, it was all looking like it was worth the wait. 


There's a tree behind you. You'll need fo lean against it while | begin fo stroke you. Your cock feels so nice, all soft 


and velvety as it begins to grow hard. You stare at me, panting as you rock your hps. But youre not going to 
move. Youre just going fo lean against the tree, my hand on your thigh, and let it happen Because you want this, 
dont you? You've waited so long to have me touch you, haven't you? Every night you dream of me riding your 


cock and calling your name. 


Groaning, Dave slid further down his seat. For a moment, his eyes fell shut and, for those blissful seconds, he 
could see the picture perfectly. Could hear people walking past the bushes as they tangled together, clothes 
falling like leaves, hands and lips wandering as they reclaimed flesh from so long ago. 


Eyes on you, | lean closer and smell your essence. You still smell the same, musky and strong and | tremble as | 
remember all that we've done together. | remember hotel rooms, bathrooms and our apartment. Fuelled on cocaine 
| remember us wildly fucking five minutes before we were due on stage. Even then, we were itching fo return to 
our hotel, fear each others clothes off and do it again My own cock is hardening and | know what | want fo do, 
but first | have to finish what Ive started 


It was there, in the pit of his stomach, growing and burning through his veins. A hot, growling monster, 
begging to be released. Not knowing how much longer he could last, Dave leaned closer, watching intensely. He 
willed David on, screaming in his head for him to reach the pinnacle of his tale. The money shot, that's what 


he was waiting for. 


Sitting back on my heels, | look up at you, grinning as | drink you in Youre so hot and you can still furn me on 
Heck, you never stopped turning me on When the house has been empty, when the family’s been out, Ive locked 
myself in the bedroom and jerked off thinking of you. Jerked off fo the dreams of you holding me down and 
fucking me, dominating me. Hands resting at my throat, you sneer as you pound into me, hissing my name. | love it 
when you dominate me and it never fakes me long to cum. One evening my family came home just as | was 
cumming. When they asked why | was hot and sweaty | told them Id been working out. | don’t know whether they 
believed me but, damn, | love it when we almost get caught! It turns me on so much! I want us to get caught in 
the park. Want people who are walking past fo get glimpses of naked flesh and hard cocks. Want people to hear us 


groaning. 


Dave couldn't stop himself from groaning. Reading David's dreams with his hand stuck down his pants was far 
hotter than anything he'd experienced in a long time. Not even making love to his wife while thinking of David 
had done this. And, damn, he loved it when David masturbated. Loved watching him lie on the bed, legs coyly 
spread and his hand around his cock, panting softly as he whispered filthy thoughts to Dave. Damn, watching 
him jerk off seconds before they were due on stage once had nearly killed him. It had taken all of his willpower 
to stand and sing. Playing had almost been out of the question It had been the longest gig ever. Sweeping his 
thumb over the head of his cock, he chewed on the knuckles of his free hand, eyes locked on the laptop. 
Couldn't make any noise. Couldn't draw attention to them even though the blanket was moving like no airline 


blanket should. 


Youre worked up. It's not hard to do that fo you All I have to do is stroke my finger along your thick, hard cock 
and youre trembling Quietly you beg me fo suck you. You want to feel my mouth around the head of your cock. 
And who am I turn you down? But not yet! Instead | trace my fingers along your thighs and into your pants. | want 


fo feel your balls, want to trace their tightness. After that, | rub my fingers beneath my nose because, damn, you 
smell great. Just a tiny blast of your aroma is enough to send me into a frenzy. My cock throbs against my 
stomach, driving me crazy. | can feel the sticky dampness of pre-cum against my skin. | want fo run my fingers 
through it, coat my lps and kiss you. | love how we Taste; sticky, salty and slightly sweet. | love it when you've 
been eating spicy foods, love tasting the slight hint of heat in your cum. Geez, Im strange but thats how you love 
it, right? Deep down and dirty, baby. 


That was it, he was nearly there. So close he could taste it, could see the fireworks beginning to burst behind 
his eyes. Flexing his fingers around the base of his cock, he tried to delay the orgasm. They hadn't finished yet 
and he wanted to know how it ended. Would they get that far? Or would he be chasing David across Europe? 


Its time To give in. Im horny and | want release as much as you do so | close my mouth over the head of your 
cock. Damn, it's a long time since Ive tasted that and | hungrily slide my mouth over you. Closing my eyes, | begin 
fo suck, remembering every other time Ive done this. Remember when Ive knelt on the asphalt of car parks, your 
legs locked around my neck as | suck you dry. Above me, you pant and groan and desperately try to force 
yourself deeper into my throat. But Im not going to let you get that far. You're going to hold out. Youre not going 
fo cum until | let you I love it when you dominate me, but | love to return it. Love watching you squirm at my 
hands. Holding your cock, | stick my tongue in the sht, lapping you. It feels great to be sucking you and Im hungry 
for more. Im unable to hold back and | swallow you whole, my throat easily opening fo take you in. Perhaps Hi 
torture you another day. Gently scrapping my teeth along you, | give you permission fo cum. 


That was all Dave needed to see. Pressing his head into the seat, he closed his eyes. Groaning, his cock 
throbbed and he filled his briefs, almost feeling David's tongue against his slit as he did. Slumped against the 
seat, he slowly recovered, eyes fluttering open. The seat beside him had been vacated, the headphones slung 
over the laptop. The game had been paused and a single sentence was in the text box. 


BRB Gone to get you a tissue. ;) 


Wiping his hand on the blanket, Dave grinned and slid from his seat. This was going to be fun! 


Sorry, This One\'s Taken 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, I\'m giving in! | wanted to know what happened in the bathroom! Enjoy and thank you for all the great 


reviews! 
The bathroom door was closed, the lock swivelled to Engaged Grinning, Dave rapped on the door. 


"Ju-" Damn! Cant call him that anymore! "David?" 


No response. Pressing his ear to the door, his grin widened at the quiet gasps that came from beyond it. 
Looking over his shoulder, Dave cased the cabin. Yep, no one was looking, no one had even cared that he was 


out of his seat. A stewardess was beginning to serve coffee so he was going to have to move fast. 
"David, you gonna let me in?" 


The gasps hitched and there was the sound of shuffling. The lock clicked and the door inched open, a wide, 
dilated hazel eye peering out at him. Pressing his foot to the door, Dave chuckled, 


"Didn't think you wanted anything?" 


The eye swept over him, the door still firmly closed. He was going to have to get rid of the damn barrier. 
Beyond it was a hottie who needed seeing to. Or was he going to keep playing his game of Tease Dave for the 
entire flight? 


"Come on," he hissed. "Let me in. You know this is much more fun with two." 


The eye looked shocked and Dave peered over his shoulder. Coffee woman was slowly making her way up the 
aisle. There were two businessmen between her and the toilet. Two businessmen, and one of those was asleep. 


Feeling a mild panic begin to take over, Dave pressed his shoulder to the door. 


"Come on. Don't leave me out here." 


Slowly, the door inched open and he all but fell in. Kicking the door shut behind him, he flicked the lock and 
stared at David. And, man, what a sight met him. Ruffled hair, a face stained with a deep blush, a rumpled t- 
shirt and, as he dropped his eyes, black jeans that had become even tighter. His lip curled back; yeah, this was 
what he'd been waiting for. 


In the cramped space, the temperature quickly grew, their eyes locked on each other as they danced around 


one another. Braced against the sink, David stared at him, chest quickly rising and falling. It needed to be quick, 


needed to be frantic but, after so long, he wanted it to be special. Heck, it had been a long time since he'd done 
special. Special was something he normally reserved for when he'd fallen off the wagon, not for quick, seedy 


hook ups in aircraft bathrooms. 


David watched him intently, eyes wide and as skittish as a virgin. As far as he knew, neither of them had been 
with another man since that breakup so David could be as nervous as he wanted. He, on the other hand, was 


too horny to feel any nerves. Just seeing David was enough to send him into a frenzy. 

Heart fluttering, he tenderly tucked stray hairs behind David's ear. 

A lump threatened to choke him as he whispered, "You're so fuckin’ handsome. You always have been" 
A flicker of a smile touched David's lips, his eyes misting. "Thank you." 


His own breath hitched as he slid his hands through David's hair. It was just as soft as he remembered and he 
barely had to move to press a kiss to David's quivering mouth. Gasping, their tongues nudged each other in 
sloppy, hot kisses. 


"s all right," he murmured, suddenly feeling like a teenager again. "I'm not gonna hurt you. You know that. We 


just gotta make this quick. You up for that?" 


Lips still sealed, David quickly nodded and Dave could have melted into a puddle. So long he'd waited for this 
moment and though he hadn't imagined it happening in a toilet, it was still going to happen. 


Shuffling David to the door, he wriggled his jeans down his thighs, wincing at the slowly solidifying stickiness of 
them. Should have used a tissue. Ah well, its gonna be worth it. The toilet lid was cold, but it wouldn't be for long. 
He tried not to sneer as he looked up at David, taking in the body pressed against the door, cock still rock hard 
and right in his face. Damn, he was begging for a knife to run through the tight lacing of those jeans and 
watch them slither to the floor. When they finally touched down, those jeans weren't going to last thirty 
seconds. Twenty-nine seconds and they would be nothing but a shredded mess. He'd get it; he always did, just 


as he was now. 


David wasn't going to move. He was pressed to the door as if he were glued to it. Patting his lap, Dave smiled. 


"Come on." 


Okay, he wasn't going to play so it was up to him to show him. Teasingly, he lowered David's zip, watching as 
the bass player quivered. 


"What's the matter?" Grasping the damned jeans, he tugged them, all but drooling as smooth flesh began 


appear. 


David just shook his head. 


"Worried its gonna hurt?" There was just a hint of hips appearing and Dave found his speech beginning to 
disappear. 


Another shake of the head. 
“Cause it's been so long?" 


David's Adam's apple rose and fell as the jeans were slowly inched down A dusting of pubes appeared and Dave 


let out a groan. 
"Or you just playin’ hard to get? ‘Cause if you are, then I'm gonna punish you when we land" 


David whined, a coy smile playing on his lips. The filthy slut! All these years later and he still loved playing hard 
to get. With a grunt, Dave yanked the jeans down, a grin cracking his face as his friend's cock sprang free. 
Cupping David's buttocks, he sighed, feeling as if all his Christmases had come at once. Leaning closer, he lapped 
at the head of his cock, eyes falling shut as he savoured the wonderful, musky scent. As far as he was 
concerned, he'd died and gone to heaven. He could have spent the rest of the flight perched on the toilet, 
sucking David's cock, but, sooner or later, someone was going to want the bathroom. Besides, he had his own 


aching erection to tend to. 


Pumping liquid soap into his palm, he nudged David's hip, turning him around. Quick, frantic. They'd been in here 
long enough. Time to get it over and done with. The soap wasn't perfect but it would do and he quickly lathered 


it around his cock. 


Damn, the ass that was in his face was fine and he sank his teeth into the supple, curved flesh. Above him, 
David yelped, nearly giving him a broken nose as he jerked away. Nofe fo self: Dont do that in confined space. 


Wrapping an arm around David's waist, he nudged his knees, gently guiding him to his cock Tight warmth 
surrounded him, his bass player giving a strangled gasp as he was breached. Banging his head into the wall, 
Dave felt like dying. He swore his heart had stopped and he could no longer breathe. Holding on to David, the 
sexual drunkenness took over, his head swimming. The hottie on his lap was whining and bracing himself against 


the door. 


Then David finally gave in and began to rise and fall, ass completely swallowing his cock. Groaning, Dave leaned 
back, arm still wrapped tightly around his waist. Beneath them, the plane rose and fell and he stifled a howl as 
David slammed back to his lap. Shaking, he managed to wrap his hand around David's cock, jerking him in time 
to their shaky rhythm. Burying his head against David's shoulder, he felt like crying as David gave a 
performance far better than any other. Rising and falling and grinding and groaning, it all pushed him closer to 
the edge. David's cock throbbed and he swept his thumb over the head, managing to chuckle as David moaned 
and hissed his name. Sensing he was getting closer, he grabbed a paper towel. At least one of them wouldn't 
have to sit in semen stained pants for the rest of the flight. 


The door rattled as someone thumped it and he slammed a hand over David's mouth, arms tightening and 


stilling him. Shitttttt?! 


"Won't be a minute!" His voice was strained, just above a squeak. David was crushing his cock, deliberately 
spasming his ass around it. When they touched down, not only were those jeans going to be torn off, but he 
was going to paddle that hot ass to within an inch of its life. 


"Dave?" 
Chris. He relaxed and softly shushed David before replying, "Yeah?" 
"You seen David?" 


Grinning, he pressed a silent kiss to his lover's cheek. "No. Might be in coach chattin’ to people, or yappin' to 
the captain" 


"Kay. Hurry up; there's a queue out here and it's not goin’ anywhere. And Dave?" 


"Yeah?" David began to grind against him and he wished that Chris would just fuck off. He was sure the UN 


had some kind of convention against this kind of torture. 

"They say we're going to hit some turbulence so you really might wanna hurry up." 

Was Chris telling him what to do?! Damn, he was going to have to punish two people when they landed! 
"Will do. I'm tryin’ to take a dump so can | have some peace and quiet please?" 


David chuckled behind his hand and he jerked his hips, grinning when he tried to yelp. He glanced at the mirror 
and nearly came at the sight of David ached against him, held tight and immobile and completely at his mercy. 
They were going to have to do this more often. 


"Sure thing, Dave. See you in a mo." 


With his hand still over David's mouth and the towel tight around his cock, he nudged the blonde into finishing 
the torture. A couple of breaths later and he groaned into David's shoulder, the orgasm rippling through him. 
Teeth nipped his fingers and a groan filled his hand, David's cock throbbing as the towel became warm and 
damp. 


Panting, he held David. His lips sought out the gentle curve of his throat, tasting salty, sweat-slicked flesh. 
Happiness, a happiness he thought had died when David's court case had landed on his desk, flooded him. His 
heart sang and he could feel rare tears prickling his eyes. So many things he wanted to say, so many apologies 
he wanted to make. Instead, he eased his grip and touched David's face. Glazed eyes looked at him and, in them, 


he could see tears misting even David's eyes. 


Touching his mouth to the blonde's he whispered, "I love you." 

David shifted in his lap, plucking the soiled towel from his fingers and dropping to the bin Bass roughened 
fingers swept through his hair, holding his jaw as lips once again found his. He melted into the touch he had 
waited so long to feel. It was good, so damn good. 


"Love you too, GunBunny6l.” 


Smiling, he laid his forehead against David's; those words were enough to get him through anything, including 
the queue outside the door. Damn, it was good to have him back. 


